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Shut Up and Kiss Me 


"Why?" 

| shrug. | don't really know what to say. 

"I mean, | knew you were..but, | mean, me? Why me?" 

Another shrug. He sighs and runs his fingers through his hair. 

"This isn't fair." 

"What isn't fair?" 

"You cant just say ‘David I'm in love with you' and then not talk to me." 
| don't know what to say." 


"So then why'd you say anything in the first place? Goddammit, Tico, what am | supposed to do? And if you 


fucking shrug again, so help me God | will kill you." 
It takes more effort than it should to keep my shoulders down 


"Will you at least tell me why you felt the need to tell me here, in a goddamned bar, not somewhere private? 


I'd get it if you wanted me drunk to tell me, but | haven't even touched anything yet" 
"| don't know, David. Okay? | don't fucking know." 

"That's not fair.” 

"Life isn't fucking fair." 

"Don't get mad at me! | haven't done anything wrong." 

"| know, | just -" 

"Oh, so there's at least one thing you do know." 


Neither one of us speaks for a few minutes. There's a pitcher of beer on the table and a full glass in front of 


each of us, but we're not touching them. 
"You're beautifull" 
"Jesus, Tico" 


"You wanted to know why | told you now? Because you smiled at me and got that freaking look in your eyes 
and | just had to fucking say something. | didn't drag you down here and plan to ambush you, | just.it just 


came out." 


"| - Jesus, Teek | don't even - | mean, | -" He sighs and stands up, running his hands over his face. "| need to 
think, ok? | just. need to think" He walks off, and | resist the urge to turn around and watch him. Walking away 


from me is not something | need to remember David doing. 


| give him a few minutes, then toss some cash on the table and leave. | take the stairs. It's too many floors 
up, but l'm not sure | could handle it if | got to the elevators only to find he was just getting on. At least if 


I'm walking up | can blame the silence on the fact that there's no one else here. 

The room is killing me. The silence is thick and | can't breathe the air and l'm being crushed. | think | know how 
Jon feels when his claustrophobia sets in. | turn on the tv but its too loud, so | mute it. Its too bright, so | 
turn it off. There's a knock at the door, but I'm probably hallucinating. No, there it is again 


"Can | come in?" 


"Done thinking?" 


"No, | - | wasn't - | don't - | need to talk to you." He doesn't wait for me to invite him in, just walks past me 
and sits on the bed. | stand in the doorway, watching him. 


| need to know why." 
"| can't tell you that." 
"Well, why the fuck not?" 


"Because | don't fucking know, David. You're you, and you - | don't know. It's not like | sat down and made a list 


of the good things about every straight guy | know and just picked you." 
"How long? And don't tell me you don't know, because you do." 
"| dont - " 


"You do, you fucking know. When you love someone and they don't love you, you count every goddamned day of 


it. You know. How long?" 

"| - 1987" 

"Jesus, Tico" He leans forward, elbows on his knees, hands over his face. "Nineteen years?" 
"Yeah." 


‘| - you - holy shit. | don't even - | can't - wow. Jesus." He looks up at me. "You can sit down, y'know. It's your 


room.” 


So | sit, on the corner of the bed, facing the wall more than him. Silence again, the thick, crushing silence. 
Thicker this time, because he's sitting right there and any other night if we were together he'd be making 
stupid jokes or laughing or something | could die from this, | really could. 


"You know how when we were on the bus, you couldn't sleep leaning against the window, and you'd always wind 
up coming over to sit next to me and fall asleep on my shoulder? You'd come over, and I'd always be reading, 
and you'd always ask if | was reading something | couldn't put down, and I'd always say no, because the first 
night when | said yes you went back to your seat and stayed awake all night. And at some point, it hit me that 
| couldn't sleep on the bus without you there. And having you snuggled up to me like that made me happier 
than anything.” 


"| - Tico, that's -" 


He stops talking again, and | brace myself for more of the silence. It might crush me, kill me, but l'm not going 


to say any more. I've done enough fucking damage for the night. 

Shifting on the bed, and suddenly he's next to me and his head is on my shoulder. 
"That was fucking mushy, Teek" 

"| know! 

"So that's two things you know! 

"Im sorry, David" 


"You don't have to apologize, it's not like you can just go ‘hey, self, how about not doing the whole David thing 


anymore'." 


"I know, but I'm sorry | just sprang this on you in the bar, and I'm sorry | couldn't give you the answers you 


wanted." 

He shrugs, | can feel him shifting against me. | can't handle him this close to me right now, | want to push him 
away but | don't want to confuse him. | feel just like | did in the bar earlier, like I'm just going to explode. | don't 
think there's anything left to blurt out, though. 

"Kiss me." 

"Huh?" 


"Kiss me." 


"David, | - " He lifts his head from my shoulder, | can feel him looking at me. When | turn my head all | can 


see are his eyes, studying my face. 

"You'll feel better." 

"| m 

"If you don't stop talking I'm gonna have to pull out a cliche, and neither of us wants that. Just.kiss me, Teek. 
If it helps you can pretend | didn’t tell you to do it and it just came out like in the bar." | want to know what 
he's thinking. | want those eyes to open up and tell me why he's saying this and what's going on and how he's 


feeling. But nothing changes, nothing comes screaming out at me to clarify. 


So | kiss him. | lean in and tangle my hands in those fucking curls of his and just kiss him. His eyes close, but 


he doesn't respond. I'm just about to pull away when he kisses back. 


David is kissing me. Holy shit, holy shit. He parts his lips with this amazing little gasp and now | think | really 
am dying. It's David and he's kissing me and he tastes like David and I'm going to die. He flicks his tongue against 
mine and | lose it, pushing him down on the bed and sliding on top of him. He doesn't resist, just tightens his 
fists in the front of my shirt. I'm willing all my emotions and all my passion and every night I've lain awake 
thinking about him into this kiss. | want him to sense it, want him to feel it, want him to know exactly how 


much he is to me. 


| pull back to breathe but not too far, I'm terrified that the moment's going to end if | move away. | keep my 
forehead against his, light kisses teasing over his lips, both of us panting. When his breathing gets more even | 
kiss him hard again, and his arms slide around my back. We kiss for what feels like forever but | know when 
its over I'll feel like it wasn't long enough. My mind is trying to focus on a million things at once - how he 
tastes, the noises he's making, the way he feels against me, the way he lets his tongue dance over mine and 
then pulls away so | can explore his mouth, the way | am acutely aware of his hands skimming over my back 


- so | can remember all of it. 


When | pull back for good the look on his face is incredible. Eyes wide, hair messed up from my hands, lips 


swollen and glistening. | just stare at him, wanting this image of him burned in my brain forever. 

‘Oh, Tico." There's something | don't recognize in his tone, and the first word my brain supplies is "pity". The 
idea that he's feeling sorry for me is like a slap in the face - | can fee/ the sting on my cheek, feel my eyes 
tearing up. | get off him and sit up, looking at the wall again 

‘lm sorry." 

"What are you sorry for this time?" He settles next to me, patting his hair down. 

"Got a little carried away." 

"Don't worry about it, Teek" He kisses me on the cheek, and a couple tears escape the barriers of my 
eyelashes. | don't think he's seen me cry, don't think any of them have. | don't think | can remember the last 
time | cried. 

| want to knock him away, want to hit him, kick him, make him hurt. 

But | just kiss him again, softly this time. His hands come up to cup my face and | swear to God they're 
burning me. He pulls back, fingers trailing down the side of my face, and it takes everything in me not to grab 
his wrist and hold him there, turn my head and kiss his fingers and make him feel how | feel. 


And then his touch is gone and his weight is off the bed and my life is ending. 


"Teek, | - I'm sorry." Stop talking, it hurts. | can't look at you and | can't listen to you and if you touch me 


again l'm going to burst into flame, so maybe you should just leave. All | can do is nod. 

He sighs and stands there for a minute. | have no idea what he's thinking, can't even venture a guess because 
I'm completely incapable of looking up at his face. Then with a soft sigh his feet shift and he's walking away 
and this is the end. 


| can't breathe, can't hold myself up, can't do anything but fall over on the bed and not stop the tears from 
coming. Fuck. What the Hell was | thinking? 


The door opens. An eternity passes. The door closes, and | hear footsteps. My mind is playing tricks on me, 
apparently | haven't suffered enough tonight. The bed dips, there's a body sliding over me but it isn't real, it 
can't be real. Why am | doing this to myself? Lips brush my cheek, a touch so light I'm sure it isn't real, then 
they hover over my own lips. | can feel his breath, it feels like it's really there but it isn't, it can't be. | want 
this goddamned apparition to go away, let me suffer in peace. 


"Teek, kiss me again" His voice is a whisper but its there. But it can't be. "Teek?" 


‘| - " You're not real, go away. You're a ghost, my imagination, some torture sent from Hell to punish me for 


all my wrongdoings. You're - 


You're kissing me. Your lips and your tongue and your taste - oh God, you're here and you're real and l'm 


dying again. When you pull away it actually physically hurts me. 
"David - " 

"Sh, you've said enough for tonight." 

"| _u 

"| said shush." 


And then he kisses me again, and it's real and it's happening and | could die right now without a single fucking 


regret. 
‘lm not gay, Tico." 


"| know." Of course | know. If there's one thing I've been sure of for twenty years, it's that David's straight 


and nothing | do can change that. Except he's here now, so what does that mean? 


Apparently, it means he's going to kiss me again. 


